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that I cannot overcome. Give the man some-
thing. It's pardonable. We must not let our-
selves exaggerate the harm we do."

"Papa, I'd like to know what you will do
with Hobbler in your Republic. You can't imagine
he will live on the fruits of his labour ?"

cc My daughter," said Monsieur Bergeret, c< I
think he will consent to disappear. He is already
greatly diminished. Idleness and a passion for
rest are urging him toward final elimination. He
will return to oblivion easily."

"I believe, on the other hand, that he
thoroughly enjoys being alive."

" True, he has his joys. No doubt he delights
in swallowing the vitriol ^of the dram-shop. He
will disappear altogether with the last drinking
house. There will be no publicans in my Republic,
no buyers and no sellers, no rich and no poor,
and each will enjoy the fruits of his labours."

<c We all shall be happy, papa."

" No; for without suffering the sacred flame
of pity which makes for the beauty of the soul
would perish. But that will never be. Moral
and physical evil, incessantly opposed, will share
with happiness and delight the empire of the earth,
as day will follow night. Evil is necessary; like
good, it has its roots deep in human nature, and
the one cannot perish without the other. Suffering